TRANSLATIONS                      373

OUT OF THE [GREEK] ANTHOLOGY

A FOOL, much bit by fleas, put out the light;
You shall not see me now (quoth he); good night.

CATULLUS: To RUFUS

THAT no fair woman will, wonder not why,

Clap, Rufus, under thine her tender thigh;

Not a silk gown shall once melt one of them,

Nor the delights of a transparent gem.

A scurvy story kills thee, which doth tell                   5

That in thine armpits a fierce goat doth dwell.

Him they all fear full of an ugly stench,

Nor Js 't fit he should lie with a handsome wench.

Wherefore this noses' cursed plague first crush,

Or cease to wonder why they fly you thus.               10

CATULLUS: FEMALE INCONSTANCY

MY mistress says she '11 marry none but me,
No, not if Jove himself a suitor be.
She says so; but what women say to kind
Lovers we write in rapid streams and wind.

CATULLUS: To LESBIA

THAT me alone you lov'd you once did say,
Nor should I to the King of Gods give way.
Then I lov'd thee not as a common dear,
But as a father doth his children cheer.
Now thee I know, more bitterly I smart,
Yet thou to me more light and cheaper art.
What pow'r is this, that such a wrong should press
Me to love more, yet wish thee well much less ?

CATULLUS: OF HIS LOVE

I HATE and love: wouldst thou the reason know?
I know not; but I burn, and feel it so.